POPULAR TALES

Every word has its value for them. It has been a real
surprise to the writer of this essay, on re-reading some of
those scenes of scenery and adventure, which she had not
looked at for years, to find that details which she had
imagined spread over much space and print, are all con-
tained in a few sentences.' I have ventured to quote from
an essay written some years ago, but the passage seems to
me no less true now than it did then; and if we take, for
instance, the description of Lame Jervas, and his escape from
the mine where he has spent his life, and where the miners
have plotted his death, we feel that the story almost rises to
poetry in its truth, simplicity, and directness. Is not truth
the very soul of poetry ? Jervas's master had helped him to
get away, and leads him out in the night. The morning
clouds begin to dear as Jervas stands waiting for the waggon
in which he is to escape, lie sadly watches his one friend
walking away across the fields, and the waggon slowly
moves on. Then the sun rises, Lanie Jervas, to whom
the rising sun is a spectacle wholly surprising, starts up,
exclaiming in wonder and admiration. The waggoner
hursts into a loud laugh. * Lud-a-mercy/ says he, 'to hear
'un and look at *un, a body would think the oaf had never
seen the sun rise afore.'

Tins was true enough, and the hoy remembers that he
is not yet out of danger of discovery, and is silent Mr.
Hardy himself never wrott: a more striking sketch than the
history of Lame Jervas's escape from the mine in his waggon,
One feels as one reads on that the greater writers, however
different in their aims and methods, reach now and then to
a common country beyond our horizons. They carry us
along with them in their flight; they leave us on Pisgah.
For a moment we breathe a serener atmosphere, we look
afar, and then suddenly the revelation is gone! In the case
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